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The merry Wiues of JVindfir. 

jW.Whatlhall I doe? lie creepc vp into the chimney. 
Mif. Ford. There they alwayes vie to difeharge their Bir- 
ding-peece: cteepe into the Kill* hole. 

Fat. Where is it? 

Mtf.Ford. Hee will feefee thereon my word; Neyther 
Preffe, Coffer, Chert, Trunke, Well, Vault, but hee hath 
an abftra&for the remembrance ofluch places, and goes 
to them by his Note; There is no hiding you in the 
houfe. 

Fat. He goe out them 

Mtf.Ford. If you goe out in your owne femblance,ycu 
die SirMw, vnlefle you go out difguis’d. 

Mtf.Ford. How might we difguife him ? 

Mif.Page. Alas the day I know not, there is no womans 
gownebigge enough for hint: otherwife he Might put on a 
hat, a muffler, and kerchiefe, and fo efcape. 

Fat. Good hearts, diuife fomething } any estremitie, ra- 
ther then a mifehiefe. 

Mtf.Ford. My Maids’Aunt the fat woman of Bradford, 
has a gowne aboue. 

Mf.Tage. On my word it will ferue him : fhee’s as big 
as he is ;and there’s her thrum’d hat, and her muffler' too.- 
run vp Sir John. 

Mtf.Ford- Go, go, fwcetSir Fohn ■ LMiftrtePage'aM I 
will looke fomc linnen for your head. 

jT/»yTP4ge.Quicke,quickc,wce'le come drefle you ftraight; 
put on the gowne the while. 

Mtf.Ford . /would my husband Would meete him in this 
Khape; he cannot abide the old woman of Brainford ; hee 
fweares fhe’s a witch, forbad her my houfe, and hath threa* 
tned to beatc her. 

Mif.Page. Heauen guide him to thy husbands cudgel!; 
and the diuel! guide hiscudgell afterwards* 

Mtf.Ford. But is my husband comming ? 

Mif.Page. 1 in good fadnefle is hee, and talfces of the 
basket too, howfocuer he hath had intelligence. • 

Mif. 
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MifFordrWee’l try that : for ile appoint my men to car- 
ry the baskctagaine,to meete him at the doorc with it, as 

they did laft time. , . , , 

Mif.Page. Nay, but hee’l be heere prefently : Jer goc 

drefte him like the witch of Bradford. 

Mtf.Ford. lie firft dirciftmy men, what they (hall 
doe with the basket : Goe vp, tie bring linnen for him 
Oraight* 

Ufttif.Vage. Hang him difhonft Varlet, 

We cannot mifufe enough = 

We 11 leaue a proofe by that which we will doe, 

Wiues may be merry, and yet honeft too s 
We do not a<fte that often, ieft, and laugh, 

Tis old, but true, Still Swine catsall thedrauglv 

Mtfl-Ford. Go Sirs, take the bas basket againe on your 
(boulders.* your Matter is hard at doore: if he bidyoa fet 
it doWne,obey him 5 quickly, difpatch. 

I Ser. Come,come,take it vp. 

% Ser. Pray heauen it be not full ofKnight againe, 

1 Ser. 1 hope not,! had tiefe as beare fo much lead. 

Ford. I,but if it preue true ( M after Page ) haue you any 
way then to vnfoole mee againe. Set downe the basket 
villaine: fomebody call my wife • Youth in a baskets 
Oh you Panderly Rafcals, there’s a knot : a gin, a packe, 
a confpiracie againft race. Now fhall the diuelbe (ham d- 
What wife I fay : Come, come forth : behold what ho- 
neftcloathesyou fend forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this paiTes Mafter Ford, you are not to goc 
loofeany longer, you mu ft be pinnion’d. 

Eumr. Why, this is Lunaticks: this is madde,as a mad 


dogge. 

Shat. Indeed Mafter Ford , this is not well indeed. 

Ford. So lay I too Sir, come hither Miftris Ford , Mfttris 
Ford., the honeft woman, the modeft wife, the vettuous crea- 
ture, that hath the jealous foole to her husband : L iulpe& 
without caufe ("Miftris ) do I ? 





